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EFORE I in the Widdy ſwang, 
My Noddle Man was *unco *wrang; 
But Johny, Johny, if ye kent, 

Where my peer Saul is to 2 lent ; 

For *a the Warld's Goods or Gier, 

Ve wid na been a Rebel here 

I *ken it well to my ſad Coſt, 


A dreary, weary, nn Ghoſt, 
That tho? the Facks may aft rebel, 
Yet ”a their Maughts will not avail; 


For 
« Head 7 you would not have been 
very 8 know 
I wrong 9 wandering 
* if you knew 10 oft 8 
poor "all their Power and all their Efforts 


for all worldly Adu es 
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For truſt me Man the Cauſe is evil, 
And God is ſtronger than the Devil; 
In vain the Feels may tug and rug, 
They *ha the wrang Sow by the Lug. 
When I *cud ſcarcely rok the Cradle, 
Or skim the Pot wi our treen Ladle ; 
When ſcarce my 5BreeksI cud keep clean, 
Or *een put on my Hole and Sheen; 
My Deady taul me unco Stories, 
Of *Fouks whom he %a'd Whigs and Tories; 
The firſt, he ſaid, were ugly Lowns, 
So little teen wi Kings or Crowns, 
That when they ”dinna like their Deeds, 
As Sybous they cut aff their Heads; 
But Tories ſwear it is appointed, 


We manna touch the Lord's Annointed. 


When 


Fools may do all that's poſſible ? my Father told me ſtrange Stories 
they are embark'd in a bad Cauſe, * Folks 
or take the Shadow for the Subſtance, called 


could 0 Rogues 
+ with our wooden Ladle it taken with 
5 Breeches I could 1 do not love 


* oreven put on my Stockings or Shoes“ muſt not 


54 
When the twa Parties chance to meet, 
At Bridels where they ſhak their Feet, 
As they grow *Fow they turn fo ſtout, 
That on the Green they tuly't out, 
Where *mony broken Snouts are got, 


And ſome lie ſpewing on the Spot. 

O Donald, Donald, wou'd he ſay, 
Tho' I 'ſall never ſee the Day, 

When Matters will ſo turn about, 
That I will fee him in that's out ; 
Yet while I *wag my ald birs'd Clay, 
I'll drink his Health that's far away. 
Think ay as did thy "brow Forbears, 
Wha have for money dreary Years, 
Stood to the Cauſe both teugh and tight, 
Of what we ca Inberent Right. 


Country Weddings can move my old decay'd Clay 
Dar ce 9 always 

Drunk | © brave Forefathers 

fight it out many irkſome 

many '2 obſtinately and truly 

s Noſes call 


7 ſhall 
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But as ye are na yet Book-lear'd, 

And wid look douf if ye were ſpear'd 
The Meaning of theſe *%ittle Words, 
Bring here my true and truſty Swords ; 
You'll ſee engray'd on every Blade, 

Zo Serve the Stewarts we were made; 
Wi this my Deady 5Winders wrought 
At Gillicrantee when he fought, 

And this my truſty Claymore 

Wi which I cow'd at SHerra- Muir; 
But as I'm now grown Stiff and Auld, 
And *canna bear nor toil nor '*cauld, 
Thou muſt, my Son, ſupply my Place, 
And ſhew thy ſelf of Kepach Race. 

Be ſure thou in their Footſteps trade, 
Or may my Curſe light on thy Head. 


Such 
But as you are not yet Book-learned ? with which I cut clean | 
And would look lilly if you were“ old 
aſked cannot 
difficult % cold 
+ with the Title of Donale M. Donald's Fa- 
Wonders mily 
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Such 'bony Breeding did I get 


When I was in my *wyly-quyte, 

And as you ken it's *unco ill 

To put ſuch Notions in a 5Chill, 
Which e his Life will ſtick like Glue, 
And fix him in the doited cue, 

To fight while he has Breath or Bleed 


Againſt a Prince *wha's King indeed, 


But not, de jure, as they tell us, 

And thus befool us to the Gallows. 

But as you ken that Ghaſts muſt: go, 
Before the Cock begins to crow; 
Let this to a our Friends be kent, 
That if they dinna fare repent; 

The Deel will tak them by the Nizz, 
And plainly tell them they are his. 


Now 
pretty * Blood 
+ Frock 9 whos King 
3 know [now 
* very 1 Ghoſts 
child 12 11] 
s all 


| do not ſorely 1epent 
? nonſenſical and fooliſh 14 Nole + 
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Now Johny as the Time draws near 
That I 'mawn from you diſappear; _ 
I've only this to recommend. 


That to the Printer this you'll ſend; | 

Let it be tack d to what I wrote | | 

In hopes my Pardon to have got, 

And beth be ſauld for juſt a Groat. 

If Bookſellers *wha ha nae Saul, 

Should think Four Pence a Price too ſmall, 
Let this be kent to one and all, | 
That honeſt *Ghaſts are well content 
When they can gain but Cent per Cent. 


* muſt have no Comſcicnce 
ſold + Ghoſt 


FINIS. 


